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shining mudflats, the level marsh extends for
miles. Away in the far background the land rises,
closing the view with a continuous wooded slope,
forming in the distance an interminable rampart
overgrown with bushes.
Then, on the slight turn of the Lower Hope
Reach, clusters of factory chimneys come dis-
tinctly into view, tall and slender above the squat
ranges of cement works in Grays and Greenhithe.
Smoking quietly at the top against the great
blaze of a magnificent sunset, they give an in-
dustrial character to the scene, speak of work,
manufactures, and trade as palm-groves on the
coral strands of distant islands speak of the
luxuriant grace, beauty, and vigour of tropical
nature. The houses of Gravesend crowd upon
the shore with an effect of confusion as if they
had tumbled down haphazard from the top of
the hill at the back. The flatness of the Kentish
shore ends there, A fleet of steam-tugs lies $t
anchor in front of the various piers. A conspicu-
ous church spire, the first seen distinctly coming
from the sea, has a thoughtful grace, the serenity
of a fine form above the chaotic disorder of men's
houses. But on the other side, on the flat Essex
tide, a shapeless and desolate red edifice, a vast
pile of bricks with many windows and a slate
roof more inaccessible than an Alpine slope,
towers over the bend in monstrous ugliness, the
tallest, heaviest building for miles around, a thing